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“This is definitely my favorite time of year”.  Catherine’s soft feminine voice broke 
gently into the reverie in which her beloved Vincent drifted.   
 
“Hmmm, why is that?”  The velvet, deep purr of his voice replied sleepily back, as he 
pulled her closer to himself and breathed in the unique sweet scent emanating from her 
hair which had been piled softly on the top of her head for this special night. 
 
“It reminds me of Christmases past with my mother and father when I was a little girl.  
Everyone is so much more loving and caring during this time.    And the warmth, the 
special cookies, the presents….”  Her voice trailed off as she mused. 
 
“The children sound like angels….this is my favorite carol”.    A half-smile lit Vincent’s 
face as the children sang “Silent night….holy night….all is calm, all is bright….”   The 
glow from the colorful candles cast a gentle light on their faces.  Delicious odors of 
gingerbread and vanilla cookies wafted into the room as William and Mary brought out 
yet more trays of sweets.   
 
The children did look positively angelic while they sang, each one dressed in holiday 
finery, faces scrubbed until they shone.  Many of the girls had adorned their carefully 
arranged hair with ribbons, adding to the festive atmosphere.  All appeared to be 
cherishing the gathering, and everyone felt the enhanced warmth of the community 
which seemed to wrap the room in a comforting quilt of togetherness that evening. 
 
Vincent let his gaze wander, savoring every child’s face with its special glow…..all 
except for one child.  His astute glance settled on a little girl who had recently been 
taken into the community with her mother.  They had been living in their broken-down 
car on the street, following the death of the father and an ensuing eviction from their 
small apartment.  One of the children from Below had come across them while running 
an errand, and had invited them to come visit them.  Of course, Father could not turn 
them away, especially at this sacred time of year, and everyone had welcomed them 
with open arms and love.  There were special presents for dark-eyed little Jenna and 
her mother, in an effort to ease their pain.  Still, despite the outpouring of love for the 
mother and child, little Jenna’s eyes were filled with grief and sorrow.  No one had ever 
seen her smile.   
 
Father said, “It will take time.  Give them time.  They need to grieve and we will hold 
them up while they do so.”    
 



“Not a good time of year for such tragedy”, thought Vincent.  “I wonder what she 
would like for Christmas”.   He had approached Jenna’s mom the day before and 
asked if there were anything she had wanted for Christmas.   
 
Jenna’s mom, Donna, had smiled sadly and said “Whatever you have to give her is 
fine”.  But Vincent knew in his heart of hearts that this was not true.   
 
There was no way to replace her father or her lost home.  The cavernous hole in her 
heart could not be filled by anything material.  It would take time and the love of the 
community Below to heal that. 
 
The children were singing “It came upon a midnight clear….”   Vincent saw Jenna’s 
eyes well with tears and longed to reach out to her and offer her a warm hug.  And 
then, when the children came to the words “From angels bending near the earth to 
touch their harps of gold”, Jenna suddenly burst out crying and run from the room.   
 
Distraught, her mother went after her and caught her in a fierce hug.   Jenna’s sobs 
rang out.   The children stopped singing.   
 
Vincent strode across the chamber to Donna’s side and asked gently “What is the 
matter?  Why is she crying?”   
 
Donna shook her head and did not answer.  After a few minutes she said “I think we 
will go back to our chamber now.  Merry Christmas.  Thank you all for making this night 
special for us.”  And with that, mother and daughter slowly walked away down the 
tunnel to their chamber.     
 
Catherine looked up into Vincent’s troubled face.  His blue eyes were filled with tears.   
She knew that he was experiencing the full measure of pain that filled Jenna and her 
mother.  “I’m so sorry.  What can we do?”   
 
Her beloved shook his head and replied softly “Nothing.  There is nothing we can do 
right now.  I will speak to them in the morning”.   
 
Later that evening, when Catherine had fallen asleep nestled in Vincent’s arms, Vincent 
lay awake for a long while, contemplating the incongruity of the terrible sadness and 
unspeakable joy of the evening.  How could such a sad thing happen to a young child 
like Jenna?  How could someone be so cruel as to evict a young mother and child onto 
the frozen streets of a hostile city?  He wearily closed his eyes.  “Something good will 
come of this, I know it” were the last words echoing through his soul as sleep 
overcame him. 
 
The next morning the children were excited to find even more presents under the 
Christmas tree and all were chattering excitedly when William called everyone to 
breakfast.  Vincent and Catherine had slept late, relishing the holiday.  They finally 



made their appearance as the children were running off to a special Christmas morning 
breakfast, leaving behind a scene of chaos with brightly colored Christmas wrapping 
strewn all over the floor.   
 
As Vincent entered the dining room, his sharp eyes picked out Jenna and her mom 
seated at a table, in conversation with Mouse and Jamie.  Mouse’s quaint way of 
talking appeared to be amusing Jenna and she managed a shy smile.  He waited until 
Mouse and Jamie had left the table and then walked over and sat down.   
 
“Merry Christmas to you.  I hope you’re enjoying the sticky buns!  They’re especially 
good this morning.”   
 
Jenna managed a smile and said “Oh yes, they are delicious!”   
 
They chatted as they ate.   
 
“Well, Jenna, tell me about yourself.  What do you like to do?”   
 
Jenna’s eyes lit up.  “I love to play music.”   
 
“And what instrument do you play?”    
 
“Well, I don’t have any instruments right now, but I like to play the piano.”    
 
Hmmmm, thought Vincent.   
 
Jenna’s mother interjected, “She always wanted to play the harp, actually, but we 
could never afford one.  So she made do with the piano at the school.  She’s quite 
good, and she had lessons from her music teacher until we ……”.   
 
Vincent smiled gently.  “That’s OK, I understand.”    He thought to himself “That’s why 
she was crying when the children were singing.  Hmmmm…..”     
 
Catherine slipped her arm around his waist and gave him a quick hug.  Their eyes 
locked…..they knew what each other was thinking…. 
 
Vincent and Catherine spent the next hour chatting with Jenna and her mother.  Finally, 
it appeared that the dark-haired, dark-eyed little girl was starting to warm up to the 
pair.  They actually coaxed a few smiles out of her, which made her mother smile 
gratefully.   
 
“We’ve got an errand to run right now, but we’ll see you later”.  Vincent winked at 
Catherine, who shot him a quizzical look. 
 



Striding out of the dining room with Catherine in tow, Vincent whispered “Would you 
like to run a very special errand with me?”   
 
Catherine smiled a bit wickedly and nodded her head.  They made a quick stop at their 
chamber, where Vincent donned a cloak and handed one to Catherine as well.   
 
“I feel like a secret agent on a mission” she laughed.   
 
In an hour, they were standing outside a pawn shop in a section of the city which once 
boasted beautiful brownstone houses and elegant shops.  It was a very desirable 
neighborhood in which to reside in the distant past, but had deteriorated and the once 
elegant houses were now shabby and neglected.   
 
“Why are we here?” asked Catherine.    
 
Vincent winked at her.  “Look way back there in the corner - what do you see?”    
 
She peered through the dirty window, squinting at the eclectic array of objects in the 
dusty air.  Something unusual caught her attention.  She gasped.  “Is that what I think it 
is?”    
 
“Yes, I believe it is.  I noticed it last month, when I was looking for something special 
for Mouse.”    
 
“It’s beautiful! It looks like a concert grand!  I have seen them in the orchestra at 
concerts and there’s a lady who plays one in a restaurant downtown.”   
 
“Catherine, you have been more than generous with the community and I hate to 
impose and ask you another favor….” 
 
“Nonsense!!  It’s not an imposition.  I would do anything to see a smile on that little 
girl’s face.  I will come back here tomorrow and get it.  Don’t worry.” 
 
Vincent’s smile was all the reward that Catherine needed.  “It’s done, then.” 
 
The next day, Vincent was working on the new tunnel, helping to shore up the walls, 
when Mouse rushed in excitedly.   
 
“It’s here!  It was almost more than we could handle, getting it down the stairs and 
through the entrance and all, but we did it!  Come see!” 
 
They hurried to Mouse’s chamber and there it was - covered with an old blanket, but 
regal and imposing in its size.  Vincent gingerly uncovered the object and drew his 
breath in sharply.  It was beautiful.  The neck curved gracefully from the top of the 
elegantly carved pillar to the soundbox.  It had a crown on top of the pillar, although 



several of the points were broken off.  The gilding was still intact and the decorations 
on the soundboard were remarkable.  Even though most of the strings were broken or 
missing, the instrument was breathtaking. 
 
“Have you ever seen a harp up close before?”  Vincent asked.  
 
Mouse smiled.  “No!  Of course not!  What do we do with it?  I don’t know the first 
thing about harps.” 
 
They looked at each other and smiled.  “Let’s go get Father.” 
 
Father was quite taken aback when he entered Mouse’s chamber and saw the new 
acquisition.  “Good Lord, where did you get that?” 
 
“It was Vincent’s idea!  He found it in a pawn shop.  It’s for Jenna!” 
 
Father frowned.  “I don’t know the first thing about rehabilitating an instrument, let 
alone how to play it.  Why on earth did you think we could make this work?” 
 
Vincent put his hand on Father’s shoulder.  “There must be someone you know in the 
music world that can help us.” 
 
Father thought for a few minutes.  “Well, I can send a message to my friend who owns 
a music store and ask him to come take a look.” 
 
Later that evening, Father’s friend stood in front of the harp.  He examined it carefully, 
all the while making noises that did not sound encouraging. 
 
Finally, he straightened up and hesitantly delivered his prognosis. 
 
“It is a remarkable find.  It’s a Lyon & Healy Style 36, a concert grand harp.  The serial 
number indicates it was made in 1940.  It’s quite old and not in good condition at all.  
I’m sorry, but it would take extensive renovation to get this grand old lady in playable 
condition.  You need a whole set of new strings, several hundred dollars, plus a 
refurbishing of the action.  I’m sorry I can’t be more optimistic.”  He shook his head 
sadly. 
 
Vincent was visibly upset.  “It is supposed to be a present for a very deserving young 
lady.  Are you sure that there is nothing we can do?”  
  
Again, Father’s friend shook his head.   
 
“I’m sorry, I don’t know what else to tell you.  If I find anyone who is willing to work on 
it, I will let you know.   Until then, good luck to you.” 
   



He put on his coat and hat and Father accompanied him to the door.  
  
“Please, if you know anyone who can help…..”  His friend smiled.  “I will, don’t worry.” 
 
When Catherine came into Vincent’s chamber early that evening, she found him sitting 
at his desk, his head in his hands. 
   
“Vincent?  Is everything all right?” 
 
He looked up and she could tell from the look of despair on his face that nothing was 
“all right”.   
 
“The harp is in poor condition and can’t be fixed.”  
  
“Oh no!  That’s terrible!  I was hoping we could give it to Jenna before too long.” 
 
Vincent shook his head and sighed. “I’m afraid that’s not possible.” 
 
Catherine raised her head resolutely.  “Well, I’m not going to give up.” 
 
Vincent smiled at her.  This was precisely why he loved her with all his being.  He took 
her in his arms and held her close, stroking her back.  “I know you won’t.”  He cupped 
her chin in his hand and kissed her with a renewed warmth.    
 
She smiled.  “Jenna will get her harp.  I will see to it.”   
 
In a long embrace, it seemed that strength and courage flowed from both of them into 
each other’s souls.   
 
 
A week passed after the delivery of the sad news about the harp.  The once-majestic 
instrument stood forlornly in Mouse’s chamber, covered with the blanket.  Every so 
often, Mouse would peek under the cover and sigh.  Even he couldn’t fix it. 
 
He sensed a presence at the door - and looked up to see the small figure of a little girl 
with dark hair and eyes.  
  
“What’s that?” She asked. 
 
“Oh, it’s just a project I was working on.” 
 
“Can I see it?” 
 
“Ummm no, sorry”.   
 



“Oh”.  She looked dejected and continued standing in the doorway, not knowing 
whether to stay or go. 
 
“But there is a surprise I have for you!  I’ve been working on it since Christmas.  It’s 
kind of a late Christmas present, but I think you may like it.” 
 
Mouse reached deep into the pocket of his smock and brought out a little box.  
“Go ahead - open it!” 
 
Jenna gently opened the box.  There inside was a beautiful little figure of a harp on a 
gold chain.  “OH! I love it!  Thank you so much!” 
 
Mouse smiled delightedly.  “I wanted to get you something special.  Sorry it’s late.” 
 
Jenna beamed. “That’s all right!”  She put the necklace on and fingered the harp 
excitedly.    
 
“I can pretend that I’m playing it!”  
  
Mouse smiled. “I’m sure that you can make it sound wonderful!” 
 
“Thanks again!”  Jenna ran off down the hall, excited to see her mother and show her 
the gift. 
 
Mouse smiled. “Well, it’s not a real harp, but it’s the next best thing.  It was worth the 
trip Above to find it.”  He turned back to the concert grand, buried beneath the blanket. 
 
Someday…..he thought……someday. 
 
Jenna fell asleep that night with a smile on her face.  Someone cared.  Someone gave 
her something very special.  Everyone in this place was so nice to her - so caring.  She 
had a warm place to sleep, friends to play with, delicious food to eat - and for the first 
time in a very long while, she felt peace and security.  Her mother watched her sleeping 
and tears of joy filled her eyes and ran gently down her cheeks.  They were home at 
last. 
 
The next morning, Jenna opened her eyes.  She sat up in bed and stretched and 
yawned.  An absolutely tantalizing smell was wafting into her room, and she heard the 
sounds of the community making their way to the dining room for breakfast.  She 
quickly reached up to her neck to make sure the harp necklace was still there and ran 
her fingers over the tiny strings, pretending to play the small harp.  She smiled 
contentedly.   She swung her feet onto the floor, and looked up.  And gasped loudly. 
 
There, in a corner of her chamber was a heart-shaped object, beautiful beyond her 
imagination, standing next to the dresser.  It was her height and was elegantly made, 



its curves speaking of gracefulness and inviting her touch.  She ran over to it and 
caressed its beautiful wood and ran her fingers over the strings.  She could not believe 
her eyes or her ears.  It was a beautiful harp, just her size.  What on earth??  How did it 
get there??  It was too good to be true.  As horrible as the past year had been, she had 
cherished her music in her heart and her wildest dream had come true.   
 
Her mother’s voice called to her. “Jenna, are you up?  Please get yourself ready - we’ll 
miss breakfast!”   
 
Excitedly, she called to her mother “Mother - come here quickly!!!  Something 
wonderful has happened!”    
 
Her mother came to the door - the look on her face spoke volumes of the shock and 
wonder in her mind.  “Oh my!!!  What —- how ——"  She burst into tears, and hugged 
her daughter.   Both of them started crying, laughing, exclaiming.   
 
Hearing the commotion, other people in the community came to the doorway and 
stood with their mouths open, staring at the harp.   
 
Finally, Vincent arrived, and Catherine followed soon after.  His blue eyes widened in 
amazement, and he burst out laughing.  He looked at Catherine with a deeply quizzical 
look; she smiled enigmatically.  They stood there in the doorway, arms around each 
other, smiling at the little girl who received a Christmas miracle, albeit a few days late. 
 
Later that evening, as they enjoyed a pot of tea with some of William’s currant scones, 
Vincent looked at his beloved.  “Welllll???” he asked.   
 
Catherine shrugged as if to say “Don’t ask me!”  But he knew her better than that.   
 
Finally, he said “Okay, ‘fess up.” 
 
Catherine smiled and looked down at her hands.  “All right.  I wanted Jenna to have a 
harp so badly, so I called up a friend who knows a harpist and told her about the harp 
we found.  It turns out that that harp was stolen a few years ago and disappeared.  The 
owner filed a claim, took the money and didn’t follow up.  And then it resurfaced in the 
pawn shop.  The harpist was very interested in it and was willing to give me a small 
harp in exchange for the concert grand.  So - all’s well that ends well.  It was worth it 
all to see Jenna so happy. And I am sure that she will bring happiness to others for 
many years.”   
 
Vincent smiled. “And that’s why I love you with all my heart, soul and being.”   
 
A long embrace and passionate kiss followed.   
 



“You know, it reminds me of a song that I heard once.  It’s about a father who wants to 
give his daughter the ribbons that she asked for on Christmas Eve, but all the shops 
were closed.  When he got home that night, he looked in and saw the ribbons on her 
pillow.  The song goes ‘Though I live to be a hundred, I will never know from where — 
came those ribbons, scarlet ribbons, scarlet ribbons for her hair’.”   
 
Catherine smiled.  “My father used to sing that song to me.  Thank you.”   
 
Another warm embrace, many smiles and contented sighs followed.  As they fell asleep 
in each other’s arms, the sound of harp strings filled the tunnels and their dreams. 
 
 
 
 
 
 


